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| Buried in fhadows of the night, We lie, till Curisr re - flores the light; 
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Our guilty fouls are drown’d in tears, |Jesus-beholds where Satan reigns, Poor helplefs worms in Thee poffc{s, 
- Till the atoning blood appears ; Binding his flaves in heavy chains; |Crace, wildom, pow’: and righteounefs; 
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Thou Gen that anfwereft by fire, Truly our fellowthip below Pa part ws only know Thee here, 
With Thee, end withthy Patheris;} But wait thy coming from above ; 
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tyrant’s minions ae’sr appear, 
eacha — fing. And mufic’s facred artemploy, To ftriketh’ RE Oe To envy what is done, 
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This great, aufpicious, glorious Dar, 
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Her free, her genial breath. 
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For {zcred Laws our Country bind, We'll pay our vows to them on high, 
; To whom the tribute’s due, 
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*'Twas GOD who gave us Wasuincron, Now let ovr welcsme vumbers ceafe, 
And eecale melodious flute: 
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r Aud vi’ry crown’d our arms, Ye trembling ftrings be mute. 
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Up to his Father’s Court He ‘lies ; Born to redeem, and ftrong to jave! 
Cherubic legions guard him hoine, Then afk the monfter, where’s his fling ? 
And fhout him welcome to the tkies, And where’s thy viG’ry boafting grave? 


| ae 
» tr. 


| ‘nat. M Carpenter. 43 


nature fhakes, Meav’’s ev-cr-ioft - ing 


feet! And fwaysthe nations with his nod! He {peaks and lo all 


- 


Pay 
} 


He hideous cracks, And fhoots his fiery arrows thro’ 


( 2 
Well, let the Pee, ftart and fiy 
At the blue lightning’s horrid glare, 
Atheif's and emp’rors k and die, 
When tlame .nd notie torment the air, 
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Kindles our heaits to flaming joys, 
We fhout to bear thy thunders roar, 
And echo to our Father’s voice. 
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iP In compliance with the'advice of a number of mufical friends, the Printer has thought 
proper to print the Magazine on paper of a coarfer quality than that of the fir? number, ya 
to alter the price from 25 to 17: cents: And be fincerely hopes this alteration will be acceptable to 
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